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SERMON IN VERSE 

My Tixt it Lifty L*vt and Laughttr^ 
jiH ‘Thru. But tht Grtatttt *f Thtst 
it Laughttr. Found in Book Evtrfdar. 

Preitnl Chapter. 

First I shall talk to you about life, 

The proof of which you all know. 

The evidence is eveiy^where, 

’Tis seen wherever you go. 

Life has been and will be forever; 

Was yesterday—is today. 

Fm sure our forefathers possessed it 
And handed it down our way. 

There’s a great responsibility 
With the life that’s given us; 

Keeping ablaze the spark given me 
I am not here to discuss. 

Life was given to each one of us 
To enjoy, to do our “bit.” 

I can not say what life means to you, 

But I can’t live without it. 

Some eat a little that they may live, 
Others live only to eat. 

Some live to give cheer and help others. 
And some always have “cold feet.” 

Some folks live to blame the government 
For all harm under the sun. 

For having the measles, or triplets. 

Since this old world was begun. 

Some live to smoke like a factory. 

Or suck a pipe like a “mutt.” 

Life for some is the only thing, that 
They haven’t anything else but. 
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Some live to help others and willingly 
Give up a bit of their “dough.” 

While some with a cup of free water, 
Show that’s as far as they go. 

Some accumulate great riches, 

But live in a manner selfish. 

Some never possess loaves and fishes 
Because they just loaf and fish. 

Some ape ways of the high and mighty 
Whose name is Bonds of U. S., 

Others only wish to be flappers; 

Both types are silly I guess. 

Life is lived by all the same way, just 
By breathing, as you all know. 

We die from the same cause: heart failure 
Is the way we all must go. 

Some Solomon has said, that “life 
Is one thing, after another.” 

The same wise one has said that “love 
Is two things after each other.” 

Secondly! Love! A wonderful word. 
And can easily be found 

In all dictionaries, everywhere 
Any language doth abound. 

Kindly observe the meaning of love, 

’Tis high, low, wide, also deep. 

Some possessors of love are awake. 

While others are quite asleep. 

Love should be cultivated like squash. 
Love can not be bought or sold. 

It can be turned into cruel hate. 

Or burnished like finest gold. 
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Some are in love with the beautiful, 

And some are in love with pelf. 

Some love the grand and the glorious; 
While others love only self. 

We’re told that “love can jump all fences,” 
And we hear that “love is blind”; 

With some, ’tis apparently only 
A pleasant disease of the mind. 

Thirdly! Laughter is greatest of all, 
Because to laugh is to live. 

It has been proved without life we die. 

So cause to laugh we must give. 

Laughter is better than calomel. 

But don’t hesitate a bit 

To partake freely of the latter. 

Should you have the need of it. 

Laughter is a splendid exercise. 

For the muscles of the face. 

It ruffles up the skin, to appear 
Like wrinkles running a race. 

Laughter! A disease incurable. 

Believed to be contagious, 

Oft’ reported causing convulsions. 

And surely ’tis infectious. 

The only animal, privileged 
To laugh, is the one called man. 

When he dares not because of false teeth. 
Then he should smile as he can. 

A laugh is an aid to digestion. 

It helps the food to go down. 

A smile is a laugh’s little brother; 

And helps much sorrow to drown. 
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Lastly! Important facts can be learned, 

From this wonderful chapter, 

That the greatest dividends of life 
Are those of love and laughter. 

And when the records of life are read 
From birth to the hereafter, 

There’ll be naught else that’s done quite the good 
Of cheerful hearty laughter. 


THE PLEA OF A SINNER (Hymn) 

(Music by Author) 

God of the universe, hear Thou my plea! 

Savior of all mankind, I call on Thee. 
Burdened with sin am I, 

With heart sick voice I cry! 

God save me or I die, Jesus save me. 

Take o£F my load of sin, and set me free; 

Just fill my heart with love, and let me see 
Thou wilt not pass me by. 

For Thou dost hear me cry 
Have mercy on my soul! Dear Lord save me. 

Wash all my guilt away, let my heart be 

White as the driven snow, clean Lord for Thee. 
Dear Shepherd be Thou nigh. 

To hear me when I cry; 

Thou wilt not me forsake. I trust in Thee. 
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VIEW POINTS 


When all is fine and dandy— 
Prosperity ahead, 

Most faces wearing laugh marks, 

And ev’rj’^ one well fed. 

There’s always some to grumble, 

Who can not make things go; 
Their reasons for discontent 
They do not seem to know. 

Some try to do the right thing, 
While others never do 
A thing but growl and fault find. 
And nothing good pursue. 

Some folks are pessimistic. 

And never even try 
To learn if they are breathing. 

Or just the reason why. 

Why can’t all see the sunshine? 

When ev’rjthing is bright? 

Act and appear happy when 
All seemingly is right? 

’Tis human nature to not 
Appreciate the light. 

Until sight is taken from us, 

For eternal night. 

Why can’t one be happy though 
Not having much of gold? 

Health is wealth that can’t be bought, 
’Tis best of all we’re told. 

Strange it is not prized more and 
We all make the mistake 
To not value health, until 
We get a pain or ache. 
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If one is not good natured, 

Or caring much for fun, 
There’s a remedy for that, 

The fault to overcome. 

If one will but take notice 
Of others in despair. 

And see that silly “grouchers” 
Don’t prosper anywhere. 

If we could be taught to see 
All good that comes our way. 
And all blessings we enjoy 
Each hour of ev’r>' day— 
And see that in misfortune. 

It could be so much worse. 
We’d surely be more grateful; 
And see no cause to curse. 

’Tis being discontented 

That takes joy out of life. 
And being always selfish 
That causes most of strife. 

So try the other method 
Do some one a good turn, 
And in a very short time 

The lesson you will learn— 

That the world is not crooked. 
Lopsided and unfair. 

And is very beautiful. 

To all who’s on the “square.” 
There is but one answer that 
Revolves on a pivot 
You get out of life yourself 
Just what you put in it. 
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YOUR LITTLE BOY 


Your lad is a romping rollicking boy; 

Pride of your household, and grandma’s joy. 
’Tis hard to believe the lad of today 
Is the babe you held just yesterday. 

So young today, look ahead if you can 
And picture him as your own young man. 

Now he is satisfied to play with toys; 

And wishes companionship of boys. 

He cares not how dirty his hands or face, 

Cares not how much he litters your place. 
Allow him to play as much as he can, 

For in a few years he’ll be a man. 


You do not know why your son was sent you, 

You don’t know what he was sent to do. 

As sure as he in his little bed sleeps 

He who sent him here, the secret keeps. 

You can not foresee in the world’s great plan 
The place provided for your young man. 

To answer all questions a boy can ask 
Is quire amusing, but no small task. 

Your lad is just a little carefree chap, 

Who likes to play without shoes or cap. 

Youth is ever the same since life began; 

Just train him right so he’ll be a man. 

Don’t you love to hear him run in from play? 

And “Where’s mama?” are first words he’ll say? 
Just hope that as the future years go 

He’ll always wish “Where’s mama” to know. 

Let him be boy just as long as he can 
For time is short when he’ll be a man. 
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Happiest when making the greatest noise; 

And always wishing for few more toys. 

God made little boys to clmb, run and jump, 

All boys alike in the way they romp. 

Pity the man who’ll forget if he can 
He was once boy before he was man. 

He knows of naught more important than play; 

So plans for his fun from day to day. 

He is willful at times and headstrong too; 

But just remember the same were you. 

And that now as when this old world began 
’Tis always boy first, before the man. 

Just being a boy he is sure to do 

Many things you’re not wishing him to. 

If needing no training to make him wise 
He’d not be a boy but be your size. 

So be as patient and kind as you can 
Till boy is lost in growth of a man. 

There are things he will break, and much destroy; 

But don’t forget he is just a boy. 

Be very gentle and kindly him show 
Many things that a boy wants to know. 

Teach him when there is good in all he’ll plan 
’Tis then he is grown to be a man. 

Your little chap at this time can not guess 
The measure of his great happiness. 

He can not realize while at his play 
Soon will come the time he will be gray. 

Lad with eyes of blue, and hair of tan, 

A stripling, so soon to be a man. 
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Being a man does not depend on size, 

Or what amount with money he buys. 

There is naught else but character to show 
The type of man the world loves to know. 
So start now teaching as well as you can 
To make of your son, a manly man. 

Do you \Wsh him to be statesman or sage? 

Or wish him to earn a weekly wage ? 

Best you leave it to him what tools to choose; 

Whether plow or hammer or pen to use. 
Wish him to do well whatever he can 
But most of all that he’ll be a man. 

Do not wish for him the gaining of gold; 

Or for sake of fame, some prize to hold. 
But -wish that he’ll ever be brave and true; 

And for all mankind some good he’ll do. 
That helping others be part of his plan. 

Never forgetting to be a man. 

Got grant he may learn there is but one way 
One can be happy every day 
By being unselfish, and each day do 

For others as you’d like them do for you. 
Pray that when his race is ended, he ran 
The race of a noble, manly man. 


ON RISING 

Dear Lord be w’ith me through this day; 
Guide all I do, and all I say. 

Watch o’er me in my work and play. 
That I may help some one some way. 
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OUR USHERS 


Chance knocks once in the life of ev’ry man, 

To be or not an usher if he can. 

It is a job unthout compensation; 

A no salary proposition. 

“To them who’d like to be ushers right well, 
There are things,” said Van Zandt, “I could tell, 
To prove that the job is no sinecure 
And that from shocks we’re never secure.” 

Some are told they’re fast and others slow, 

Some are told there’s nothing that they know. 
Some are told they’re no gentlemen at all; 

And one was told he had too much gall. 

One Sunday morning Cronemiller did say 
To a fair lady, “Please walk this way.” 

Said she, “I can’t.” Said he, “I just meant 
Follow me, not as my legs are bent.” 

Last summer Myers bought himself a straw hat; 

A lady stepped in it, crushed it flat. 

When Myers told his wife, this is what she said: 
“Tickled! Hated that thing on your head.” 

Sampson once said with a tear in his voice, 
“’Twould not be hard, if we could make choice, 
But each one wants some particular chair. 

And if ’tis taken, calls us unfair.” 

Once Sister Blundell, who’s weighty in meat, 
Came and saw another in her seat. 

Petersmyer, always sq tactful and kind. 

Said, “Sister, now just you never mind. 
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For ril find one for you just as good.” 

Thinking all would be well if she would, 

But she wouldn’t, she said, “I’ll have my chair.” 
And she did—but ’twas surely unfair. 

“There’s a man dying,” a good lady said, 

“Now hurr)’^ or he’ll surely be dead.” 

Shugers looked worried while twirling his hat 
And said, “I’m having troubles much worse’n that.” 

Fayram said, “One would naturally feel 
Church going people to be genteel.” 

He’s learning that all who walk on two feet 
Are found in churches as on the street. 

When an extra event is taking place 
Some rush as they would to win a race. 

To try save a chair for the pastor’s wife 
Almost endangers the usher’s life. 

An usher always a gentleman true 
You’ll agree with me is Askew. 

He’s always courteous, good natured, too. 

Ready to put himself out for you. 

Now what is the matter with usher Bright? 

So far as I hear, he is all right. 

In customar>’^ polite, graceful ease 
He seems always the people to please. 

Hixon said, when he’d an ache in his head. 

And wished very much to stay in bed. 

That without religion the job he’d lose 
’Twixt church and bed the latter he’d choose. 

A remark I overheard Buley make. 

And I don’t think I made a mistake. 

Was—“Don’t like the job, but since I began 
I’ll play the game like a real he-man.” 
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There is one usher whose name I will call, 
Has a reputation best of all, 

For being always obliging and kind; 

Oliver, 'tis he I have in mind. 

When the church is filled to overflowing 
And still another comes in blowing, 

Oliver hurriedly paddles his feet. 

And contrives somehow to find a seat. 

Anundson, always so gentle and kind. 

Smilingly misses trouble to find. 

“’Tis an occasion like this of tonight,” 

Says he, “That adjusts everything right.” 

Not always with money is one best paid; 

But satisfaction rendering aid. 

To work without pay may not be the style. 

But helping others makes life worth while. 

You can find ushers north, east, south and west. 
But this First M. E. Church claims the best. 
They’re loyal, magnanimous gentlemen; 

God bless them, we love our usher-men. 


THE ACCIDENT 

The sun was shining and—such air! 
Was riding with a girl—so fair! 

The girl was pretty and—such hair! 

Let go the wheel at her—to stare! 

Just lost my head without—a care! 
That’s how it happened Judge—so there! 
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EXPERIENCE SOCIAL 


This twenty-fourth day of April, year twenty-four, 

We are here in numbers three hundred or more 
For the annual event of the Ladies’ Aid, 

Called Experience Social by them is made. 

I presume you all know, but I’ll venture to say. 

We’re expected to earn in some unique way 
One dollar or more, and they hope more is your wish, 
Then money is placed in the Ladies’ Aid dish. 

Now when the great event is pulled off like tonight. 
We’re expected to state in some airy flight 
How we made our money by work, theft, wit or brain. 
And by diverse workings, how much did we gain. 
Did you ever think hard, and try do something smart? 

Like doing a cute thing, or some stunt in art? 

Well, the more I did figure and study and plan 
My brain got more muddled than when I began. 

Some women fry doughnuts, and bake nice thing to sell; 

Some act as nurse when some one has a sick spell. 
And some wash the auto for her darling man, 

Well that’s right if she wishes, and if she can. 

Some serve on a jury getting two bucks a day; 

That is getting money in a unique way. 

There is much women can do, be they fat or lean, 

From mowing a lawn, to men’s clothes they can clean. 

Our president sells flower seeds and beauty cream. 

One is paid by hubby to keep windows clean. 

Some know how to manicure, others shampoo hair, 

And one uses her feet to save the car fare. 

I have no hubby so there is much I can’t do, 

Such as shaving his neck, or blacking his shoe. 

Yes, I have no automobile —no home —and no man. 

But r 'm doing the best I know how and can. 
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’Im not asking for sympathy or how to do, 

For Fm quite independent, contented too. 

But I’ve felt the need of a clever hint you know, 
How I was to make this experience dough. 

I’m not great to earn money, but smart on the spend. 
This is just the right place for this speech to end. 
By opening my purse, in the regular way. 

And find twenty “bucks,” on this Aid stunt to pay. 


EASTER JOKE 

My Easter hat and gown was a dream in pink and 
white. I was very eager for the day to arrive that I 
might wear the pretty things. Was so excited Saturday 
night, did not get to sleep till very late; consequently 
overslept on the Sunday morning, making it necessary to 
hurry and dress in order to get to church in time to avoid 
the choir singing, “Hardly knew you” (Hallelujah). 

Just as I had gotten one black slipper and stocking 
changed to a white one, the ’phone rang, and I was de¬ 
layed for a considerable time. 

Finally I got started, and I must say I never attracted 
so much attention before; most everyone I met smiled, 
and eyed me up and down. After church my gentleman 
friend went home with me. When we arrived I asked 
him how he liked my Easter outfit. He laughed, and 
looking at my feet, asked me if I was trying to start 
something. 

I looked at my feet to find one of them in the old 
black slipper and stocking, while the other was dressed 
in white. 
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DONALD’S SOLILOQUY 


Now we are three— 

Melva Rose and Barbara and me. 

The sisters are darling as can be, 

IVe just arrived, I’m a boy you see, 

’Tis I make three. 

Now I can see— 

Mother is a pretty darling dear; 

Hope I’ll not cause her to shed a tear. 

And that we’ll always be very near. 
Mother and me. 

I think I see— 

Father looking at me as wishin’ 

I was big enough to go fishin’. 

That sets my little mind thinkin’ 

Soon I will be. 

It’s about me— 

That Donald is chosen for my name. 

Well! All of them are about the same. 

What I want is to get in the game 
That’s planned for me. 

I care to be— 

Big, fat, and strong, and fed on good stuff. 
Don’t care much what ’tis, so there’s enough. 

Hope they never try the thing called bluff. 
It wouldn’t suit me. 

As it should be— 

My sisters are doing well I find. 

But are in need of a master mind. 

Now I will always be boss, but kind. 

But boss I’ll be. 
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We will agree— 

If they don’t try to have their own way, 
Let me tell them just what we shall play; 

And let me be captain ev’ry day. 

Then we’ll agree. 

Each day I be— 

So afraid the bath water will scald, 

But I’m not caring what name I’m called. 
Can’t say baldheaded, for I’m not bald. 
There’s hair on me. 

I \vish to be— 

Able to grow strong and big and fat. 
And I’ll need exercise and all that 

To outgrow sisters and leave them flat. 
Far behind me. 

If he’ll let me—. 

I’d like when grown to a real he man. 
To be dad’s companion if I can, 

To be his real chum will be my plan— 
That I would be. 


WHEN A COMPLIMENT 
PREVENTED 
PUNISHMENT 

Little Willie stole a cherry pie his mother made and 
had set it outside to cool. When she found him, and 
tried to impress him with the seriousness of his crime, she 
asked him if he was not sorry he took the pie. 

He answered, “Oh! No mom it was a awful good 
pie mom.’’ He escaped with a lecture. 
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LOS ANGELES 


Los Angeles, pride of the western coast, 

Fairest of cities we love you most. 

Now we’ve found you, we’re not going away, 

Land of our choice, we have come to stay. 

Ideal spot for homes of comfort and ease, 

And nature serves all mankind to please, 

Where sun shines three sixty days in the year 
One can live in content and good cheer. 

Oh! Wonderful paradise God has blessed, 

Magic city of the “Golden West,’’ 

Beautiful city we all love so well. 

We’ll sing your praise and to the world tell. 
Hundreds of thousands broadcast far and near, 

The hope and wish to make their home here. 

Go on! Fair dty and show to the world 
Your flag of prosperity is unfurled. 

Angel City! Millions are watching you. 

Not only your growth but your weight too. 
You’re teeming with promise, sunshine and hope; 

Shine on! Oh star of the western slope. 

Los Angeles crown jewel of the west. 

All who claim you home, are truly blest. 

Famous for climate so balmy and mild, 

We watch you grow, as parent the child. 

Just keep on growing as in years gone by, 

And let the world know the reason why. 

You’re “The Great White Spot’’ and we love you 
most. 

Blest city of the Pacific Coast. 

Oh Angel City! Go forward, progress! 

W’e’re ever zealous for your success. 

“Keep white!’’ Fair city, and to the world show 
Not just in numbers that you do grow. 
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OUR CHURCH 


We will finish the church that we started, 

And dedicate free of all debt. 

It can’t be said that we ever began 
A task we couldn’t finish—yet. 

Of course we were somewhat disappointed 
That half a million was not enough; 

But we will not throw down the hammer, 

We’re not made of that kind of stuff. 

’Tis a premier chance for many of us 

To do something that’s really worth while. 

Bear in mind! That all things most enjoyed 
Are gotten by hardship and trial. 

Our new church will be finished and paid for, 
Because we never do things half way, 

’Twas just as hard to raise the half million 
As will be the sum needed today. 

The enthusiasm was great, sublime. 

Wonderful inspiration it was 

To see old and young, all doing their best. 
Working and giving to help the cause. 

I believe the money will all be raised. 

For we realize there’s much at stake. 

To form a debt with interest to pay 
Would be an error we must not make. 

Some have said, “Let the next generation 
Carry" the burden and help to pay.” 

Why bless you! That’s what they are doing now 
They are working and helping today. 
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First M. E. Church has the reputation 
Of doing what they start out to do. 

I believe that friends helping the members 
This project will soon be put through. 

A great truth that cannot be disputed, 

And a fact which I’m sure you all know 

Is that our Doctor Helms as the Captain 
All ships that he steers have to go. 

On history’s page in the years to come 
Our pastor will be famed, as a leader 

Who sacrificed himself, to help others 
In God’s cause as a noble preacher. 


AN IMPROMPTU SPEECH 

Mr. Chairman, Ladies and Gentlemen: 

I feel honored being called on to speak this evening. 
I am doubly honored for the reason I am sure your chair¬ 
man would not have called on me, had he not considered 
me able, bright, clever, distinguished, eloquent, famous, 
great, handsome, intelligent, just, kind, learned, magne¬ 
tic, noble, oratorical, popular, quick, renowned, sincere, 
trusted, unequaled, vivacious, witty, ’xuberant youthful, 
and zealous. 

But I shall not take the time of another for I am very 
modest. 

I thank you, 
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MY LOST LOVER 


We parted, just why I do not know, 

Must be that Fate had willed it so. 

We did not quarrel at any time. 

If there was fault ’twas surely mine. 

We unconsciously drifted apart 
He unknowing taking my heart. 

I tried to smile and appear content. 

And cause my time to be well spent. 

I reasoned ^vith myself in this way 
That in no very distant day. 

Chance would cause me to meet another 
Who might be a better lover. 

I did meet others, perhaps a score. 

But could not love one of them more 

Than the one ruthlessly torn apart. 

Who unwittingly held my heart. 

He’s yet a bachelor, I a maid, 

Times I wonder if life has paid 

And why if we loved each other well 
We did not to each other tell. 

We passed by close on the street one day. 

But no word did either one say. 

He bowed and smiled then quickly passed by, 

I bowed with no smile, but a sigh. 

FINALE 

What seemed ages of years to me did come and go 
When! I was seated by him at a picture show. 

I gently touched his arm, and said to him. My Dear, 
He took my hand in his saying, “Yes, I’m here." 

We didn’t see the pictures for soon he said, “Let’s go.” 
Well! To be with him was better than a show. 

In a short time we were married. Fate willed it so. 

The way my lover was lost now you all know. 
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MY BOY’S SANTA CLAUSE 


Just before Christmas how good my little boy can be, 
He runs errands, and saves many steps for me. 

Is so willing to work, and do all I ask him to, 

Even does many things I don’t ask him to do. 

I have also noticed since Christmas is drawing near 
That one call is enough, that my boy can now hear. 

He does not Tieed to be watched for each mouthful he’s 
fed; 

Does not whine when he’s told he must now go to bed. 
Each day puts away his playthings, just where they belong; 

Used to leave them on the floor, or strewing the lawn. 
Santa Claus so far away, and faith in him so strong: 

I wonder that he is so good and does no wrong. 

Perhaps a bit of reasoning is done by my lad. 

That he’ll gain more at Christmas, to please ma and 
dad. 

Tm sure he does some thinking, and has expressed a 
doubt, 

For I’ve heard him argue with other boys about 
How “Santa Claus couldn’t get down a chimney with 
his pack. 

Climb the place again with a load upon his back.’’ 

And “How could he go all over the world in a day 
Traveling only in the night time?’’ I heard him say. 
And “He couldn’t visit so many places; and why 
If Santa is so very old that he doesn’t die?’’ 

And “Will there be another Santa Claus when he’s dead ?’’ 
Are the samples of questions that get in his head. 

But he’ll hang his stocking this year same as other boys, 
And tell me that Santa will fill it full of toys. 
While his little brain is working and he thinks he knows 
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Who’ll give him what he wants, as his doubt of Santa 
grows. 

He’ll not be much older when he will learn for himself 
fVhy the story of Christmas told him when an elf. 

A little while and this lad of mine will be man grown, 
And the story of his Santa Claus will be known. 
Then will he in turn as the Christmas season draws near 
Play the same game as did we, for his children dear. 
It is ever an endless chain, w’here the young and old 
Form links of memories, for the years to unfold. 


AFTERWARD 

When you pass on to the Great Beyond, 
You’ll take no more than when you came. 
You brought nothing in, nothing take out; 

Will leave a good or a bad name. 

When you pass on and your wealth is told. 
The record balanced for your score, 

You’ll be worth just what you gave away; 

Not a cent less, or penny more. 

Man is remembered in just one way; 

His name lives after him you’ll find 
Not by anything that he possessed. 

But service rendered to mankind. 


Mrs. Brown —“Your daughter is mentally deficient.’’ 
Mrs. Jones —“Perhaps, but aside from that she is very 
smart.’’ 
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MOTHER’S ADVICE 


“Be somebody” son said a mother; 

Be honest, trustworthy and true. 

’Tis but character that counts to build 
A good life that’s worth while to you. 

There are two ways to travel my son, 

On Selfish Street or Service Road. 

One leads to hell, the other heaven; 

On which will you carry your load? 

In the many strolls you’ll take through life 
You’ll not find all paths smooth as glass; 

Oftimes you’ll find mud, and great boulders 
To trip you, instead of lawn grass. 

As on the great highway you travel 
You’ll meet many burdened with care; 

Remember your path will be smoother 
If part of their burden you bear. 

In this world of much sorrow and strife 
Be unselfish, then you will find 

That your happiness mostly depends 
On doing the things good and kind. 

Remember, my son, you were sent here 
Because of some part you must take. 

In this world where good strives with evil 
There is but one choice you can make. 

Care not how humble your calling. 

Or unpretentious the post; 

If the task will serve a great purpose. 

Or ’tis where you are needed most. 
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Do not judge a man by appearance; 

If ragged or covered with mud. 

No matter how low he has fallen 

There’s some good in all human blood. 

So live that this world will be bettered 
By the life that is given you. 

Make honor your constant companion, 
Whate’er you endeavor to do. 

A man’s most fitting memorial, 

Far nobler than sculptured fame. 

Is a record of generous living; 

“Unselfish” his most envied name. 


MARTIE’S THANKS 

I thank you Lord for a happy home, 
For papa and mama true. 

And for baby brothers just arrived; 

I’m thankful there’s only two. 

Dear Lord if you had sent triplets 
I don’t know what pa would do. 
Ma never has but one turkey cooked 
For our Thanksgiving dinner. 

So Lord don’t send any more children 
Or slices will get thinner. 


Mrs. Jones —“Do you ever use slang?” 

Mrs. Brown —“No! I hate it. It gets my goat to 
hear a child called a kid. 
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WHAT IS A KISS? 


Dictionar)' definition of a kiss, 

Is an osculatory encounter. 

Which is simply the book expression of bliss, 

That is not fully told by announcer. 

It is an operation performed by two, 

Oftimes in a manner indifferent. 

Some kiss as though ’twas a thing they must do; 
Or by force of habit, and reverent. 

The kiss of affection by mother and child 
A caress no other can substitute. 

There are kissess of love quite gentle and mild. 
And the buss that constitutes the salute. 

Be assured that the kiss thrown, evaporates 
Before it can reach its destination. 

And a kiss sent by letter exasperates. 

It is something without definition. 

To receive a kiss sent by a messenger 
Is like taking a bath without water. 

And the nampy pampy kiss Avithout ginger 
Is just mechanical and a bother. 

Is a kiss hygienic? Some silly may ask. 

And aswered by normal beings like this— 

Exploit your theories, and ev’rjthing mask, 

But don’t deny us a good hearty kiss. 

There are many ways to kiss, and some do know 
That a French salute, or a kiss too fast 

Has not the thrill in it; but one that is slow 
With pressure of lips, is a kiss to last. 
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There are many bickerings, troubles and strife, 
That are forgotten with exquisite bliss, 

(As we travel the stormy highway called Life) 
And all forgiven with the exchange kiss. 

The kiss that is best, by fond lovers given 
Lips pressed together, when both are sincere. 
Love so abundant, this life is made Heaven 

One thought bet^veen them! My lover! My dear. 


INJUSTICE 

There’s lack of love and justice in all the world today. 

’Tis hard for a “down and outer” to receive fair play. 
Why kick a man who’s fallen? Just give him one more 
chance; 

Perhaps he’s not so ^vicked as appears at first glance. 
Remember! Temptation comes to all mankind the same; 

For all kinds and classes, Satan has a plot or game. 
But too often a rich man will steal a large amount. 

Get off with light punishment, when he’s forced to 
account. 

While a poor man that’s hungry, can steal a loaf of bread. 
Get a severe sentence, not a kind word to him said. 
There is no man so wicked, degenerate and vile, 

That help wdth love and kindness, can’t make his life 
worth while. 


My day is done, whether weal or woe 
’Tis but for Eternity to know; 

If a wasted life, or one spent well 
The time to follow, will surely tell. 
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THE DOWN AND OUTER 


Here I be in this dirty lousey cell, 

If ever I get out I’ll do well. 

Such durned luck as I sure always do git, 

For I let them trap me with the “kit.” 

It wouldn’t be so tough, if ever I’d hed 
Plenty grub, and the right sort of bed; 

But I never got a chance as a kid 
To have anything other boys did. 

As far back as I know I didn’t get toys. 
Things to play with like the other boys. 

I didn’t have no home, but was knocked aroun’. 
Jest sort of a no ’count bum in town. 

Never saw no school: all fellers I’d meet 
Was jest common loafers on the street. 
Nobody noticed me more than a dog; 

The most I eat wasn’t fit for a hog. 

Once, I remember, I hed some real grub. 
That a chap give me who b’longed to a club; 
Cause I stopped his runaway team that day: 
And came nigh throwing my life away. 

Soon as “You’re a mighty brave lad,” he sed. 
He forgot me like I had been dead. 

P’r’aps I never could been anything smart. 

But I didn’t get a chance for a start. 

Once a lot of folks did holler and scream 
When I saved a kid that fell in a stream. 

I could get some praise at a time like that; 
Rest of the time I was jest plain rat. 
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Well! I’m sorry now that I tried to steal, 
For it didn’t buy me a single meal. 

Durned hard luck to be nabbed on the first job, 
As a burgler I’m surely a cob. 

But here I be, with no money to pay 

A guy to help me with something to say. 
The case dead against me, no use to whine; 

As a jailbird p’r’aps now I can shine. 

But the thing that sticks hardest in my craw 
That gives me sort of pain in my jaw 
To think with a chance I might ’ave done well. 
Stead of this start on the road to hell. 


YOUR VALENTINE 

Birds and flowers in tuneful concert tell 

That Spring is near, the time we love so well. 
While this is the month for a Valentine: 

IVIy best wishes for you are for all time. 
Countless crowds will by Valentine declare 
Their love in hope, and others in despair. 

Young loves whose hearts are ever brave and true. 
And older loves who wish all good for you. 

]\Iay joy, comfort and peace be ever thine. 

Is the wish of a Lott your Valentine. 


There are just two kinds of people, I mean 
The ones who support and the ones who lean. 
Helpers and hinderers, which do you choose ? 
To help and profit, or hinder and lose? 
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BABY’S CHRISTMAS 


Let’s hang a stocking for baby, 

Dear mama and don’t forget; 

For she’d like Santa to fill it: 

’Though she hasn’t heard of him yet. 

’Cause she is so very little 
And came so short time ago, 

That about playthings and Christmas 
She has not had time to know. 

Mama don’t hang up her stocking. 

It is too awfully small; 

The toys she’ll want won’t go in it. 

So it will not do at all. 

Please mama hang up one of yours; 

I know that’s the thing to do. 

It must hold plenty for sister. 

So she’ll have a good share, too. 

And mama you write to Santa, 

’Cause he doesn’t know she’s here; 

Tell him she’s the cutest sister 
A darling, sweet baby dear. 

’Course I’ve been here such a long time. 
That he’s acquainted -with me; 

For I was hear on last Christmas, 

And had a beautiful tree. 

Told all about it to sister. 

And know she heard what I said 

’Cause she shook her fist and she smiled. 
Then she bowed her little head. 
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Now mama dear, if you’ll help me 
To care for sister this year, 

I’ll be so big by next Christmas 
That I’ll take care of the dear. 


LITTLE THINGS THAT TAKE JOY 
OUT OF JOYOUS 

I was happy in the shade of a tree, 

And reading, contented as I could be; 

But my day was utterly spoiled for me 
By a bumble-bee. 

When wearing a new summer blouse. 

Singing gaily, working about the house, 

I fainted, for up the sleeve of my blouse 
Ran a horrid mouse. 

Took a party for supper by the lake. 

But choice of location was a mistake; 

The gnats were so thick we couldn’t see our plate. 
Little pest we hate. 

One day at a fine affair called levee 
With my best young man sitting beside me, 

I could not sit still, was in misery 
Because of a flee. 

Planned a basket picnic in the meadows. 

Had cake, pie, chicken and stuffed tomatoes. 

We were driven home by tormenting foes. 

Pesky mosquitoes. 

When snugly tucked and my prayer was said. 
And the softest of down pillowed my head, 

I could not sleep but tossed all night instead; 

For bugs were in bed. 


[ Page Sixty-five ] 







DON’T BE A SNOB 


Because now you have plenty of “dough,” 
To place on the upper shelf— 

Don’t forget that thirty years or so, 

You were very poor yourself. 

Don’t be snobbish and think you’re better. 
Because you’re called “well to do”; 

For money of times proves a fetter. 

To something good that’s in you. 

The seiA^ant problem wouldn’t be so bad— 
If kind to them you would be; 

Being scolded and bossed makes them mad, 
Their wish is from you to flee. 

If you’re able to hire help today, 

Just think of the reason why, 

’Twas by serving others in some way; 

And putting your money by. 

When treated kindly by whom you served— 
Wasn’t your service better too? 

For not being kept always unnerved— 

You were better fitted to do. 

Kindness will conquer when all else fails; 
Ugliness never did win. 

Kindness and love over wrong prevails 
To be selfish is a sin. 

It pays to be civil to every one; 

’Tis never a losing game. 

The dividend figures quickly run 
Into principal the same. 

Even a nurse with the blandest smiles, 

Can give your wound a bad twitch, 

To “get even” for some of your wiles. 

Using that means for a switch. 
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Please answer this question, I ask you— 
What is the state of your heart? 

Is it now just as kind, good and true 

As when your clothes w^ere not “smart”? 

Don’t act snobbish whatever you do. 

For it is an ugly sin; 

It mars like disease, and will cause you 
Confusion and dire chagrin. 

If you have money, make it serve you; 
Beware lest it prove a curse. 

For with money, much good you can do, 

If selfish, there’s nothing worse. 

Wealth is blessed for all it can do— 

To spread sunshine on your way; 

Don’t wait for others to do what you 
Can do well yourself today. 


There is little virtue in doing for one who can do without; 
What counts most is doing for one who is “down and 
out.” 


Count that day wasted, gone. 
That in the time spent living. 
No thought or deed was placed, 
As to some creature giving. 
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MRS. HELMS’ AT HOME 


On March twenty-first, the year twenty-four, 

Ladies in number, nearly two score. 

Met for an “At Home” of our pastor’s wife. 

And enjoyed one great time of a life. 

We were told to bring with us a F. S. 

That gave us cause to study and guess 
What F. S. stands for, and not to display 
Our lack of knowledge in any way. 

In the dictionar>" we could not find 
A single thing to relieve the mind. 

Finally, a wise one gave us a clue, 

Saying ’twas what each one wished to do. 

Now, it’s likely Madame Helms had in mind 
To bring a story—the funny kind. 

Parmelee, Coates and Sprouls said that they knew 
Funny story was all that would do. 

Zander said S stood for stories she knew. 

But the F meant five, no less would do. 

And Sampson decided that she would bring 
A few funny songs, that she would sing. 

Cronemiller, wishing to give Helms a treat. 

Brought favorite sweets for her to eat. 

Brodbeck said she did surely wish and hope 
That her guess was right in fancy soap. 

IMadame Metzger thought a flowering shrub 
Would be better than some kind of grub. 

Madame Eckhart could not with her agree, 

So brought spinach as fresh as could be. 

She brought Helms more than just something to eat 
Had fancy stockings for her two feet. 

Petersmyer so domestic did give 
To our charming hostess a flour sieve. 
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Madame Bartlett \vith few sayings true, 

Is always sure the right thing to do. 

Tilton not wishing to make us all laugh 
Said she would bring Helms a fancy scarf. 

Now flowers are something enjoyed by all, 

So flower stems were brought by Madame Wall. 
One lady very puzzled was King, 

'Till she thought of fresh salmon to bring. 


Miller’s fruit samples such a tempting sight. 

That all were wishing a little bite. 

Shugers ^vith fresh strawberries are so fine, 

The Helms can eat them next time they dine. 

In bringing flour sacks Moore made no mistake. 
For splendid dish towels they do make. 

IVIadame Wilcox in monologue did tell 
Forlorn Stranger story very well. 


IVIadame Leitzell, who is always a queen. 

With a bottle of fine sticks was seen. 

And Mulford, knowing the great back yard needs. 
Brought with her plenty of flower seeds. 

Collison and Ware think F. S. means one thing. 

Fine stationery, so that they did bring. 

Favorite spices by Winkler was guessed. 

So she brought some of the very best. 

Carpenter for weeks studied what to bring. 

Then thought of a mysterious thing. 

While some were talking I heard the word “smelt.” 
Horrors! About that package I felt; 

Sure enough when that bundle was untied 
’Twas fresh smelt all ready to be fried. 

Our favorite Sharon has been away 
So ril state she brought herself today. 
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Madame Bright thought of a very bright thought, 
And straightaway a fly swatter she bought. 

She says Helms needs exercise, so she brought 
The swatter so the hies she can swat. 

Wilson’s full stomach prevented a treat 
Being barred all refreshments to eat. 

Let us hope the lesson will do her good. 

And next time able to eat some food. 

After thoughtful study Mosier did guess 
That fancy staple stands for F. S. 

Warner said all should bring something to eat. 

So brought fig sauce that is hard to beat. 

Crabill agreed with what Warner had said. 

And brought a delicious fruit salad. 

There may be ladies here, I failed to reach, 

Is why they’re not mentioned in this speech. 

My F. S. are these few stanzas I’ve read. 

After all that’s been done and was said 
I’m sure we’ll remember this joyous day. 

For all were merry and very gay. 

I’m sure you all join with me w^hen I say 
Best wishes, for our hostess alway. 

May God’s tender care her dear life attend. 

And be her great blessing in the end. 


To learn how to grow old gracefully, is the most diffi¬ 
cult lesson in the book of living. 


Endeavor each day so to live, that if the call of death 
is given. 

With conscience clear, you feel assured of sharing joys 
of Heaven. 
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A THUNDER STORM 


IVIy experience of a thunder storm; 

Hours before rain ’twas sultry, warm, 

I could not sleep, and my nightgown was wet 
Lying and tossing in horrid sweat. 

It was a bad one that came in the night, 

About three hours before daylight. 

To keep quiet I tried, some sleep to get; 

Didn’t know the worst was coming yet. 

Finally some distant noise could be heard, 

All was quiet, not a leaf stirred. 

Then closer and louder I heard the peal, 

Like noise of millions wielding steel. 

Then flashes of lighting were so bright 
The sky seemed on fire \vith the light. 

I then plainly heard a few drops of rain 
Trickling down on the window pane. 

Then came peals of thunder, loud overhead. 

Loud enough to waken the dead. 

Then one mighty crash! bang! terrific boom! 

Demon of night seemed in my room. 

Then torrents of water began to pour. 

Each drop a bucketful or more. 

A mighty crash like cannon’s fire! barrage! 
Lightning struck and burned a garage. 

The clank of gongs, and the ring of fire bell. 
With noise of rain and thunder, well! 

It seemed all heaven and hell in a race. 

With all the demons keeping pace. 
Soliloquized, what am I but a dot? 

In this fury, a mere grease spot. 

And I thought some more that night in my fright, 
’Tis well with my soul, if I’m right. 
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Did you hear the answer of Johnny Mace? 

Why lighting didn’t strike twice same place? 
He said that “It couldn’t ’cause it wasn’t there.” 

Quite right, when struck once it’s nowhere. 
Next night another storm, bad as the first 
About the same time, and it burst 
With all the fur}" of the night before, 

And the water, how it did pour. 

I was not frightened as the night before. 

Got up, wrote this and little more. 

I did what the first night I feared to do. 

Pulled down the window’, and shade too. 

Took paper and pencil, sat in a chair. 

To write of cannons in the air. 

Of IVIichigan storms I have tried to tell. 

Some of you know them ver}" w'ell. 

Then peals began to sound farther aw’ay; 

Noticed that it was breaking day. 

Thought of L. A. where w"e have a few quakes. 
Home! What a difference that makes. 

Nothing so bad but that is could be w’orse, 

So is telling of storm by verse. 

But in all my travels, I’ve this to say. 

I’m satisfied wdth old L. A. 


MY VACATION 

It is glorious on the mountain fair. 
With the song of birds in the air. 

To be free from labor, worry or pain; 

That tires body or racks the brain. 
Many like bathing in the great blue sea, 
I like best, where lives the pine tree. 
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A mountain of trees, a wonderful sight 
To lovers of trees a delight. 

Some reaching sk^'^vard so stately and tall, 
Others low, whose wide branches fall. 

To make the shade for the ferns at their base. 
Where ^vild flowers nestle in place. 

There are fir, cedar, spruce, and poplar trees; 
And the pine ^vith its needle leaves. 

The willow, dogwood, and madrone so tall, 
Aspen and maple best of all. 

The alder and great oak mounting the sky; 
Seeing these in rapture I cry. 

Then the mountain stream comes in for a share. 
Of joy for me in my camp chair; 

For the gurgling and purling of that brook 
Completes the pleasure of my nook. 

Not only a place delightful and cool 
But good trout fishing in the pool. 

When tired of fishing, near by is a lake. 

In a boat I can a ride take. 

Can pick wild berries a delicious treat 
With plenty cream on them to eat. 

A pretty bouquet of wild flowers make 
Each time a little tramp I take. 

This spot in Calaveras’ mountain is 
Rancho de las Vegas Verdes. 

Wish it were possible for me to stay. 

It will be hard to go away. 

There is for me but one consolation 
I’ll come back for next vacation. 
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WHY? 


Why don’t you make one happy? 

Why don’t you make one smile? 
Instead of so much growling; 
Faultfinding all the while? 

There’s nothing gained by scolding, 
While cheerfulness wins all. 

’Tis healthy to be cheerful 
While bitterness is gall. 

A bear and a canary 

Both breathe, are living things. 
Would you choose being growler? 
Or bird that sweetly sings? 

You can’t be cross and cheerful. 

One of these traits will rule. 
Which one will you cultivate? 
Keep in your daily school? 

’Tis little more of kindness, 

A greater sum in deeds, 

A little more of love shown. 

Is what this whole world needs. 

Were you given chance to choose. 
Which would you wish to be 
Little willow or great oak? 

A sapling or a tree? 

Life is too short a season 
To live it in a rile; 

When one can be kept happy 
By doing things worth while. 
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Why put on many wrinkles 
And worry all the while? 

When you would look much younger 
By wearing a sweet smile? 

If clouds are overhead now • 

Sun will shine tomorrow. 

Some things you can not govern, 

So don’t trouble borrow. 

If you will look about you 
At all the pain and strife, 

You’ll stop that petty whining. 

And make worth while your life. 


MY INHERITANCE 

The air is mine and the blue sky above; 
And the song of the birds I love. 

The perfume of flowers to me divine. 

The pleasure of living, always mine. 

It does not matter what my birth may be. 
I’m heir of all I hear and see. 

It is mine to love, none can say me nay; 

Or stop my song of joy each day. 

The minutes and hours are for me to live. 
Just for self or to others give. 

’Tis mine to learn, and memory to keep 
That learning through unconscious sleep. 
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All beautiful things on land or in sea, 

Were made to be enjoyed by me. 

Beauty that my eyes behold ev’r>"where 
No one can rob me of my share. 

’Tis mine the knowledge of present and past, 

And hope for the future at last. 

’Tis mine to enjoy what the world can give. 

To teach me ^\^sely how to live. 

To use my own judgment twixt right and wrong. 
Be a weakling or be made strong. 

Mine the power of will to say or do; 

To live my life, be false or true. 

All the rich blessings from sunshine and rain 
Are for my pleasure and my gain. 

All that’s accomplished by science and art, 

I get a benefit, a part. 

I’m an heir to freedom, purchased for me. 

For this life and eternity. 

Power to reason none can take away; 

My thoughts are mine for me alway. 

’Tis mine to look beyond the hour of death; 

To life of joy and sublime breath. 

The gift is mine to have the faith, believe 
God will at last my soul receive. 


In the many strolls you’ll take through life 
You’ll not always walk on grass; 

For you’ll trip in mud and sand oftimes. 
Or fall on boulders alas. 
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KEEP ON LAUGHING (Song) 

(Music by Author) 

“Laugh and the world laughs with you, 
Weep and you weep alone.” 

’Tis a maxim that’s been proven, 
Although sounding hard as stone. 

If in sorrow feeling lonely. 

Or you feel quite weepy blue. 

Don’t expect to be made happy; 

For the task is up to you. 

CHORUS 

Then laugh, keep on laughing, 

No matter what comes your way; 

Just laugh! Yes, keep on laughing. 

Be cheerful and be gay. 

So laugh! Keep on laughing, 

’Tis surely the better way. 

To laugh just keep on laughing. 
Tomorrow and today. 

If trials you encounter, 

Be stronger than an elf. 

Others have their troubles also. 

So keep yours to yourself. 

Those who laugh are always bravest, 
When ev’rything goes wrong. 

Weak should cultivate more laughter 
To make them grow more strong. 

If sick or very weary. 

To cry won’t cure your ills; 

Laugh and you will soon recover. 

It is better than all pills. 

If your sweetheart should forsake you 
For another liked much more. 

Laughter soon will win another; 

It can win them by the score. 
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DECORATION DAY STORY 


Prosecuting Attorney—“Mr. Brown did you pay 
Jones the money you owed him ?” 

iVIr. Brown—“Yes, I did.” 

Prosecuting Attorney—“When ?” 

IVIr. Brown—“The thirtieth day of May.” 

Prosecuting Attorney—“In what manner?” 

Mr. Brown—“I drew a check on the First National 
Bank and it was cashed that day by Daniels, the cashier 
of the bank, about two P. M.” 

Prosecuting Attorney—“What day of the week was 
it ?” 

Mr. Brown—“Saturday.” 

The Judge, believing the man Brown was lying, 
asked, “What impressed that day on your mind?” 

Mr. Brown—“It was Decoration Day and my wife 
met me up town to have lunch with me at one P. M. 
Then I was to take her to the cemetery, to put flowers 
on her monther’s grave, when we returned about four 
P. M. I gave the money to Jones.” 

Judge—“Where is the cancelled check?” 

Mr. Brown—“I destroyed it.” 

Judge—“Did you not get a receipt from Jones?” 

IVIr. Brown—“No! I did not ask for one, for I be¬ 
lieved him honest.” 

Judge—“Well 1 I think he is probably as honest as 
you are, for don’t you know that banks are closed on 
Decoration Day and all Saturdays at one P. M.?” 

Mr. Brown—“Yes, your honor, but did I say the 
check was cashed in any bank?” 

Just then the cashier of First National Bank entered 
the court room and stated he personally cashed a check 
for Mr. Brown about two P. M., Saturday, Decoration 
Day. 

Judge—“Why did you not so state, Mr. Brown?” 

Mr. Brown—“You did not ask me.” 
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WHAT IS HOME? 


Where you live is not home without children, 
And your life a monotonous game. 

For no children to vary a program 
Ev’ry day of the year is the same. 

Just a man and his wife are a couple, 

They do not make a family true; 

Without children to wait on and work for 
’Tis a wonder they know w’hat to do. 

Children make a home a delightful place. 

If girls they are a heavenly joy. 

But you can’t count it a real family 
Till you can figure one as a boy. 

With the girls a mother would never need 
More of company than they can be; 

While father could make a companion best 
With a son, in all things to agree. 

A girl is quite sure when she’s old enough 
To drop her own and take a new name. 

A father is always pleased with the fact 
A son’s name and his owm are the same. 

Without loved ones to plan and to work for 
And the knowledge that they care for you 

There’d be nothing to promote ambition, 

In the life’s w’ork you wish to pursue. 

Your home could be a beautiful castle, 

But a lonely place in which to eat 

If you could not see bright laughing faces. 

Or hear clatter of little feet. 
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No family to think of or work for 

Is the cause of much trouble and strife; 
For responsibility often prevents 
Selfishness, the greatest sin of life. 

In later years when the children are grown 
You will realize how you are blest; 
When they show that they appreciate you, 
Telling you what you did was the best. 

There’s satisfaction, to reflect when old 
On a family that you have raised, 

AYhen they are a blessing to all mankind; 
And as parents you are justly praised. 


GREETING TO DR. E. E. HELMS 

It was not easy, the thing you did ask. 

To write for this group was somewhat a task. 

What with Doctors and Lawyers here assembled. 
Thinking about it, I almost trembled. 

While ’tis easy to talk most of the time, 

It is not so easy to think in rhyme. 

Doctor Helmes and wife we’re glad you’re here again. 
We are delighted! All join with me when— 

I venture to state ’tis our firm belief 
Your being here is to all a relief. 

’Twas necessarj' your going away. 

But we are glad you are now here to stay. 

For sheep will not flock together just right 
When they see but a strange shepherd in sight. 

For many will scatter and go astray. 

And some of the flock get lost in that way. 

While we got on fairly well you will find; 

I will express this one thought on my mind. 
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We are spoiled, always having had the best, 
Well! I need not say more, you know the rest. 
I venture to state, that I am quite right 
To say you’re glad you’re in L. A. tonight. 

In the East you lost the best month of Spring. 
The sun did not shine, and no birds to sing. 

’Twas dribble and drip and then a hard blow. 
Rain, snow, a thaw, slush, then again more snow. 
Causing sniveling, and rheumatic pain. 

And the wish each day to be home again. 

Where the sun shines, and birds sing ev’ry day— 
The whole year round, as they do in L. A. 

Where all the year, one end to the other— 

One can go out without an umbrella. 

The whole world watches this city progress. 

And broadcasts afar, its fame and success. 

Here flowers bloom ev’r>' day in the year; 

And the sky is blue, filling hearts with cheer. 

L. A. teems with sunshine, promise and hope; 
Crown jewel of the Pacific slope. 

We’re wishing the Helmes’ will ever be blest 
By remaining here, best place in the west. 

If blessing of home to them is given— 

’Twill be but one step from here to Heaven. 
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A FAREWELL 


Dear friends assembled, we are here tonight, 

To meet and give departing friends delight. 
They’re going away for just a short spell. 

So in this manner, we’re trying to tell— 

That we all love them, and want them to know 
We will remember them, where’er they go. 

To go across the pond is quite the style; 

And they may enjoy it for a short while. 

But when they encounter fog, and much rain 
Perhaps get a touch of rheumatic pain— 

They’ll think of L. A., the home of the blest. 
Teeming ^vith sunshine, bright star of the west. 

’Tis not to discourage these words I say. 

Or make them feel that at home they should stay; 
For ’tis a vacation where they wnll find 
Change beneficial for body and mind. 

For one’s health there is little to compare 
With shift of scenery^ and change of air. 


We’ll not say good-bye but just au revoir; 

For they are going Lord only knows where. 

They’ll not find a city or place to stop 
That will in any way equal this spot. 

Travel where they may, north, east, south or west— 
L. A. will always stand out as the best. 


As you sail on sea, or on land you roam. 

At times have a thought for old friends at home. 
As you travel you’re sure to make friends new; 
Don’t let them displace the ones tried and true. 

Our best wishes attend you all the way. 

Till we greet you again in old L. A. 
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YOUR LITTLE GIRL 


Your little girl with laughing eyes of blue, 

What means her baby smile to you? 

And the beauty of head with curls of gold, 

By picture of pen can not be told. 

Don’t you feel there’s something worth while to do. 
When she puts forth her hands to you? 

The color in baby’s cheek don’t you think. 

Is the prettiest shade of pink? 

The look of her eyes of heavenly blue. 

Portray such confidence in you. 

Now that you have her, and do love her so, 

You’d be sorr>' to have her go. 

Could you part with her now for stacks of gold? 
Never again her face behold? 

What would you take in exchange for her now? 
Something you’d swap for or allow? 

What compares with her laughter? ’Tis a cheer 
The most musical to the ear. 

There is no music here, or hereafter 
To compare with baby laughter. 

What is the picture so pleasing, so sweet. 

As your own darling fast asleep? 

There’s nothing that money can buy or do, 

That is worth what she means to you. 

’Tis true, that a home is a lonely place. 

That does not contain a baby face. 

A home may be beautiful, grand and neat. 

But without baby incomplete. 
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There are many babies with eyes of blue, 

But they don’t all interest you. 

And as many curly heads can be shown, 

But they’re not like one that’s your own. 

The reason for loving her as you do. 

She is yours; she is part of you. 

Trust she’ll be the treasure in your old days. 
As she now is, with her cute ways. 

Your daughter’s perpetual winning smile. 
One cause to love her all the while. 

Of the unknown numbers of babies blest. 

You surely have one of the best. 


WHAT I PREDICTED IN NINETEEN 
HUNDRED TWENTY-THREE 

In the year nineteen thirty-four all moving pictures 
will be shown in nature colors; one hearing the voices 
and all noise connected with the picture. Also scenes and 
sounds will be telegraphed as easily as messages. 

Before nineteen thirty-six, cigarettes will be a curse to 
our nation; smoked by both sexes. 

There will be great extravagance in the style of dress. 
The ultra-fashionable women will wear wigs of colored 
hair to match their gowns. The men also covering their 
bald heads with a wig. 

By nineteen hundred thirty-eight music will play an 
important part in the world’s civilization, and be used 
as a means of cure for the mentally sick. 

I believe before nineteen hundred forty the telephone 
will be perfected to enable one to see with whom one is 
conversing. Also, all ills will be diagnosed by the X-ray. 
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The radio will be perfected before the year nineteen 
forty-two, to carty a voice in song or speech over all the 
world. It wnll supplant very largely, the concert and 
operatic stage. Also that air cars will carr>^ all mail over 
the world; that air stations will be built for the air equip¬ 
ages to deposit the mail without the necessity of landing. 
The miraculous power of elecricity is yet unknown; but 
before the year nineteen hundred forty-four, when power 
will be derived from the great seas, all transportation 
in air, on land and water will be by electric power, 
generated while in motion. 

Before nineteen hundred forty-six great quantities of 
radium will be discovered in America; and will be the 
greatest means of curing vital cases, such as cancer, which 
will become a common plague. Also there will be a very 
destructive earthquake on the Atlantic Coast. 

Before nineteen hundred forty-eight I believe there 
will be the most wicked and deadly war the world ever 
had; a war of the air. Air ships will at that time be innu¬ 
merable, and of many kinds. Also Los Angeles will then 
have a population of four million. 

MELVINA Adele Lott 


There is much too much time wasted in idleness. 


In learning how to live, one learns best how to die. 


One needs to go away from home to experience the 
pleasure of returning. 
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